64           JOB RIDER'S LAST RUN
We meet at the Barley Mow the morn, For a Christmas run with hound and horn. You'd give your ears, I'll wager a guinea, To hear a whimper again in a spinny."
The great man passed through the Workhouse hall With " A Merry Christmas to ye all 1 My men will bring you some beef and beer And a good round pudding for Christmas cheer."
The paupers croaked with one accord
As the carriage drove off with their gracious Lord,
Croaked their thanks and bowed full low,
Save always that rascal Rider Joe.
The beadle sailed up, all fuming with ire.
" 'Ow dare you," he gasped, " hinsult the Squire ?
Scum like you to sit at your ease,
When you oughter stand with crooked knees,
Athanking 'Is Lordship for 'is grace
That 'e deigns to look on your hugly face.
You can stick to your skilly and work'us brew.
None of the Squire's good things for you."
Old Joe breathed hard and his throat went dry, But he slunk away without reply.
The Gaffer followed with " Cheer up, Joe 1 The 'Ouse aint no bed of roses, I know. But don't you take on for that beadle beast. You  shall   'ave   a   right   'alf   of   my   Christmas feast."